po'ems} 

It j‘s rro bruit beaft thouwouldft reave) of life 5 
( Oh man unhappy) thou haft flaine thy wife ? 

Oh Heaven fhe cries. Oh hclpe me I am flaine. 

Still doth thy Arrow in my wound remains, 

Yet though by timelcfie Fate my bones here lie,- 
It glads me raoft > that I, no Cuck-queane die * 

Her breath (thus in the Armesflie moft affe&ed,) 
She breaths into the Ayre (before fufpe&ed 
The whilft he lifts her body from the ground. 

And with his teares doth wain her bleeding wound. 


Cupids Treacher'te. 

C^Vp'id laid by his brand and fell afieepe, 
maide ofVyam this advantage found. 

And his love-kindling fire did quickly fteepc 
In a' cold vilhe-fountaine of that ground : 

Which borrow’d from this holy fire of love > 

A dateldfe lively heate ftiil to endure. 

And grew a Teething bath which yet men prove* 
Agaioft ftrange maliadies a foveraigne cure: 
But 3 t my miftres eye loves brand new fired. 
Thy boy for triall needes would touch my breaft, 
I ficke with all the helpe of bath defired. 

And thetherhyed a fad diftempered gueft. 

But found no cure, the bath for my helpe lies, 
Where Cupid got new fire 5 my miftres eyes. 
The little Love- God lying once a fleepe. 

Laid by his fide his heart in Awing brand, 


vVhntif 

tVhilft ® an y Nymphes that vow'd chaft life to keeper 
Came tripping by, but in her maiden hand. 

The faireft votary tooke up that fire. 

Which many Legions of true hearts had warm’d, 

And fo the Generali of hot defirc, 

Was fleeping by a Virgin handdifarm’d. 

Ibis brand (he quencl cd 'in a code Well by, 

Which from loves fire tooke heat perpetual! * 

Growing a bath and healthful! remedy, 
for men difeas’d, but I my Miftrtfle thrall, 

Came there for cure, and this by that I prove. 

Loves fire heates water, water cooles not love. 


That Menelaus was cauji ef bis 

done wrongs. 


i : 


fWHcn Menelaus from his houfe is gone, 
w Poore HelUn is affraid to lie alone j 
And to allay thefe feares (lodg’d in her breaft) 

In hervvarme bofome Ihe receives her gueft : 

Whatmadnefle was this f Menelaus, fay 
Thou art abroad whilft in thy houfe doth (lay 
Vnder the felfe-famc roofc.thyjGueft, and Love ? 

Mad-man unto the Hawke thou trufts the Dove, 

And who but fuch a Gull, would give to kcepe 
vmo the Moumainc Woofe full folds of Sheeps 
flwhnsblameleffc, Co is Farts too, 

And did what chou, oj 1 my Celfc would doe. 
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